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AND THE CAT CAME BACK 


Lucy C. KELLERHOUSE 


HIS IS a true story, and Maisie will tell you 
that it is true. I am a little black cat, so black 
that she called me “Blackie,” which didn’t 
take very much imagination to do. One day 
she found me in the street, trying to escape from 
a boy. Now; Maisie has three smal! brothers, 
but not one is like the boy who pursued me that 
day. Still, ever after I have been rather 
frightened at the sight of one of that species, and am 

‘very quick to seek sweet refuge in my Maisie’s arms. They 
are so soft and warm and safe. 

It may be that my early misadventure impaired my 
health. ‘Fear hath torment,’’ I heard Father read one day. 
I think that in my case it took the form of indigestion. I 
always remained puny, and not even the love and cream that 
Maisie gave me seemed to increase my size. 

I did not tell you that my home is in New Orleans, 
where there are ships and sea captains and jolly tars. The 
sea captains come to our house to see Father, though I think 
that Captain Hawthorne loves to see my little Maisie. 

In those days I never loved Captain Hawthorne, he 
was so personal in his remarks about my appearance. I was 
thin, I admit, but I did not care to be called scraggly. Still, 
he recommended various tonics for me, one being to cut my 
tail off behind my ears, which filled Maisie with fear and 
distrust of him, until, one bright day, more to conciliate her 
than to benefit me, he declared that nothing ever could or 
would do for me what a sea voyage would do. And so it 
~ settled. On his next trip to New York I accompanied 

im. 
Would you like to be a little black cat, with a big 
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-saucer of milk before you, and sailors sprawling all around 
you in a worshipful circle, watching with delight while you 
smelled and sniffed the milk, lapped it, and licked your 
chops? They called me “Little Mascot.” I was It. Do 
you think that I cared? No; I missed my Maisie. 

And so we sailed the deep blue sea, and one day 
arrived in the harbor of New York. How glad I was when 
the ship butted her nose into the dock and came to rest at 
last. Such a time as there was, hauling, wheeling, rolling, 
hollering! Then for once I was left unnoticed, and mind 
you, I scampered gaily off that ship upon the wharf, for I, 
too, must see great New York. There was much to see and 
much to know, and it took me some little time. I ran 
around, sniffing, inquiring, hissing if need be, scurrying when 
I had to, and altogether having a thoroughly good time—the 
time of my life. The last seen of me was the tip of my inky 
tail as I disappeared among the boxes and bales. 

Meanwhile I did not know that my ship was tugging 
at the ropes, and that one day, like all good ships, it took 
to the sea—without ‘me. 

It was some days later when Captain Hawthorne went 

plodding up the street in New Orleans, bound for the home 
of Maisie, and a sadder looking man you never saw. His 
brow was wrinkled and his unhappy eyes were bent upon 
the ground. Over and over again he kept repeating, “What 
will little Maisie say—what will Maisie say? I’ve come 
back without her cat, and that little cat was our mascot, 
too!”” 
, Several times he hesitated and looked as if he could 
go no farther, though slowly yet surely his feet took him to 
the door of Maisie’s home. One could hear him sigh ever 
so far, and truly anyone then beholding his poor worried 
face would have said, ‘Fear hath torment.” 

Sadly and slowly he opened the gate and dragged 
his heavy feet up the path, his eyes still bent low—and that 
is how he met his surprise—for there upon the mat, sat the 
cat! 

Captain Hawthorne was so startled and surprised and 
he almost toppled right over, like the man in the funny 
picture. Yes; there I sat upon the mat, and though I tried 
hard to explain it all to him, he never listened, he never heard 
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a word—he just stood and looked at me, as if I were a 
ghost-cat! 

You see, when I had finished perambulating around 
that New York wharf, I drifted back to the place whence 
I had come and scampered upon the ship which had nosed 
into the dock, never knowing that my ship had wriggled out 
and was loading somewhere else, while we pulled out for 
New Orleans. And that is how, a day sooner, I returned to 
my Maisie. After all, it was her thought that drew me 


home: “My own will come to me.” 


| 
MY GARDEN 
Written and Illustrated by MERLE SCHEPPEGRELL, /4 years 
I have a little garden 
Where lovely flowers grow. 


There’s Happiness, and other things 
All planted in a row. 


I love to sow the tiny seeds, 
And help them on their way, 

Then watch results, and know my power 
Has been used every day. 


WEE WISDOM 


Object—To radiate wont: even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


——==]LD WINTER seems to be working pretty hard 
this year, but he cannot chill the Love 
and Kindness which are in the hearts of the 
Boosters. We have been holding our meetings 
at Unity just the same as though it were sum- 
mer and the Wee Boosters came through the 
snow and ice and didn’t mind at all. I suppose 
that it has been that way all over the country. 
The Boosters should not mind the weather at all. We are 
going to have a Valentine party the Sunday after Valentine 
Day. Everybody will get a valentine and we shall have one 
big time. 

I wish that all the Boosters hae everywhere could 
come to this party. Of course, you all know that Saint 
Valentine was a very good man and that he represents Love 
—the spirit which prompts us to do good deeds for others 
and to share what we have with those about us. We shall 
not have any of those cruel pictures called “‘comic valen- 
tines.”” They are not valentines at all. 

Soon it will be spring again and we shall be out on 
Maying parties. Let’s have some letters from the Boosters 
telling which they like best, Maying parties or sleighing 
parties. I shall expect a letter from every Booster in the 
whole world for the next number of Wee Wisdom. 

RoyYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 


Dear Mr. Royal—We've had another big storm here, and there 
has been no kerosene oil in town for two days. We'll have to burn 
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candles tonight, unless the coal oil gets here. These are queer times! 
Why, they don’t let anyone here have but five hundred pounds of 
coal at a time, and you know that doesn’t last long when the cold 
wind comes whistling ‘round the house. One day when we were 
nearly out of coal, mother held her hands over the coal bucket, and 
blessed it and gave thanks for an abundance of coal, and the very next 
day, two different batches of coal came, one of which we had ordered 
weeks before and had given up getting. It’s a good time to practice 
love, now, for there seems to be a spirit of fighting, and settling dif- 
ferences among the boys with the fist. It’s hard, sometimes, to re- 
member my Truth statements, and let God do the settling of things. 
I wish we could all be down there together with you these days, and 
so does Virginia and mother. Our grade has to entertain the eighth 
grade, and I am in a dialogue, and a song, besides having to speak a 
piece. Mother has been helping find pieces and a flag drill for my 
teacher. She used to be a teacher, and knows all about such things. 
Goodbye, I. H. S. Cius, Earnest Balizell, Sec. 
Hoboken, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Our school does a lot of “Sunshine Work.” 
There is a hospital, just across the way, with three hundred soldiers 
in it. They are not wounded, but they are there recovering from 
exposure in camp life. The day before Thanksgiving we gave them 
a collection of candies, jams, fruits and goodies. For Christmas we are 
dressing dolls for children who may not get them otherwise. Later, 
we will do a lot more for the soldiers and make things to meet their 
need. I have a wee brother, who will be two years old in March. He 
likes to sing “The Star Spangled Banner” after me, and when | study 
my lessons he says, “Tum Gaddy, me ‘tudy too.” Now that Christmas 
is near, he says, “Chismus Santa Caus.”” While I am writing he is 
doing what he calls his lessons, and says the few things he knows very 
well. My uncle went to camp, but I know he is in God's care. With 
heaps of love for all, Edna Podesta. 
Tacoma, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I meant to send you a Christmas story, but 
was waiting for my cousin to typewrite it, until it was too late. I got 
Wee Wisdom today, and what do you think I did? I took it and 
went in the dining room and lay down on the floor and read it from 
beginning to end. Then I went back to my practicing. I play the 
violin. I am nine years young and am in‘the fourth grade at school. 
I like school very much. My teacher's name is Miss Keener. She is 
very nice. I like all my studies but arithmetic. That seems hard for 
me. I get six E’s and four G's. Sometimes | get five E’s and four 
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G's and one F. I would like some girl to write to me. My address is 
1211 S. 21st St., Tacoma, Wash. Earnest Baltzell writes good letters, 
and also Stella Paulus. I like long letters. Those are very interesting. 
With greetings for Nineteen-Eighteen. From a Booster, 
Vivian May Gough. 
New Orleans, La. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I inclose a contribution for you. I was 
fourteen on the second of this month. I had a small party, and re- 
ceived many lovely presents. 1 would be very pleased if some of the 
Boosters would write to me. My address is 2330 Gen. Taylor Street, 
New Orleans, La. Sincerely, Merle Scheppegrell. 
Lancaster, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending you a poem. I made it and it 
* would not fit straight, but at last I made it fit, but not in time for the 
January number, I fear. Here it is: 


A PINE TREE 
A little Pine tree was standing, 
All nicely dressed with leaves. 
You do not know the glory 
This little Pine tree receives. 


This little Pine tree was trying 
So hard to do its best; 
God knew it all and helped it, 
So this little Pine tree he blessed. 
Ilda Irvin. 


Water Valley, Miss. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am a little Booster girl, eleven years old. 
I want your prayers for help in my studies. I am secretary of the 
“Merry Band Club.” We organized our Club December 20, 1917. 
Thelma Hardin, secretary of the “Red Bird Club,” helped us to 
organize. We began with only four members. We elected a secre- 
tary and a president. At our second meeting, December 23d, we 
recorded six more members, and elected a vice president and treasurer. 
At our third meeting, January 6th, we had a very good meeting, and 
carried out our program in full with recitations. We all appreciate 


your kindness. From Stella Green, Sec., “Merry Bird Club.” 


Philadelphia, Pa. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You came in December, and | was glad to 
get you. Every evening at six o'clock we go to Mrs. Lynch’s house 
and hear our lessons out of your dear Wee Wisdom book. I love to 
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read the “Magic Pillows.” We all learn to say the little verses. If 
we are good we get some candy after our lessons. From yours truly, 


Thelma Lyons. 


Sacramento, Cal. 
Dear Boosters—I've written to you twice. This will make the 
third time. How are all you Boosters? I always feel so fine when | 
write to you. Well, anyway, I almost always feel good. I had a 
fine report card, but I hope to improve it. Here is a poem. 
SANTA CLAUS LAND 
Have you heard of the place called “Santa Claus Land?” 
You've never been there, I know. 
It's filled with a forest of wonderful trees, 
Where all sorts of sugar plums grow. 
Your loving friend, - Mary Jeannette Edwards. 
Tacoma, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Mamma is sending fifty cents to pay your 
traveling expenses for another year. My two little sisters and I will 
send twelve cents for the Booster’s Christmas fund. Mamma gave me 
Wee Wisdom last Christmas, and I like it fine. From your little 
friend, Orville Birnel. 


Wendsfield, England. 
Dear Editor—I should like to have Wee Wisdom very much and 
to join the Booster Club. When I saw Wee Wisdom books | thought 


they were too grown-up for me. But some days later I saw mother 
put a big pile on the desk, and picked them up and read them. I got 
so interested I asked mother if I could have them, and if I could write 
to you, and she said, “Yes.” I am ten years old. I go to school near 
a pretty park, and the mistress is so good to us that | feel like kissing 
her. Every Saturday I take painting lessons, and have a jolly good 
time. Oh, I think I am a happy girl. Don't you? I am one of you 
now. Lovingly, Gwyneth Willner. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I like your Wee Wisdom very much. I like 
to read the stories and the Magic Pillows. We hold a meeting every 
Sunday night in Miss Lynch’s house. I am learning to behave myself, 
and the other children are, too. 1 thank you for sending the books. 
Your truly, Theodosia Coates. 
E. Cleveland, Ohio. 
Dear Secretary cf the Booster Club—I have received one of the 
Wee Wisdom magazines, and am very fond of it. All of your little 
members seem to belong to the Club, and I, too, would like to join. I 
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love it from the way it is described in the magazine. 1 would like to 
know more about it, and have a badge, too. I will try to radiate sun- 
shine, and help all I can. I am twelve years old. With love, 

Margaret Palmer. 


Pocatello, Idaho. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—l like to read your stories and letters very 
much. I am very busy, and so I don’t get to read as much as I would 
really like. I am eleven, and in the fifth grade. I hope to pass into 
the sixth. I have one brother, but no sisters, though I do wish I did 
have one. I think your Booster Club is a very nice one, and I would 
like to become a member. I inclose fifteen cents for a pin. With love, 

Helen Tracy. 


Moran, Kan. 
Dear Royal—My little sister Doris and I have been planning a 
long time to join the Booster Club, and now with mamma’s help we are 
going to try to be Boosters. Inclosed you will find thirty-five cents to 
pay for two Booster pins and cost for mailing them. I am eight years 
young, and sister is four. | have several little stories I have been 
saving for Wee Wisdom. Lovingly, 
Lois and Doris Cates, per mamma. 


Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—We have been away, and had a fine time. 
We got a song we like so much. It is about “Silent Night, Holy Night.” 
My sister has a phonograph, and has got some pretty songs for it. I 
am going to send you a goodnight poem: 


Goodnight, goodnight; the day is o'er. 
Of Pictureland, first close the door; 
Of Dreamland, open wide the gate; 
Dear little ones, ‘tis striking eight. 


Now the daylight’s gone and past, 
Into “nighties” tumble fast. 
Shining stars are overhead; 

Hazy night her wings have spread; 
Quick, my darlings, into bed! 


Ah, it is a pretty sight, 
Little heads on pillows white, 
Locked in slumber all the night. 
Goodbye, from Trene Parker. 
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Grand Rapids, Wis. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—The weather man. has been playing very 
funny tricks with qur thermometers up here in the pineries, making the 
mercury play a kind of leap-frog 
game. It has jumped from 20 degrees 
above to about 30 degrees below zero. 
Such things do not usually affect our 
Happy Thought Boosters, but this 
time it cheated us out of a meeting. 
However, we had a meeting of Wee 
Boosters of our neighborhood, and en- 
rolled four new members. We now 
have fifty-two. Someone said: “Just 
a deck of cards with only the joker 
missing.” We have five Ruths in our 
Club, and I am sending you a picture 
of one Ruth for a valentine. She 
doesn't know that we have her picture, © 
but we remember that she said once 
upon a time, “Oh, I think it must be 
fine to have one’s picture in a maga- 
Ret Rater zine.” She is sitting by the old Wis- 
conse on a warm summer day, so it is a happy thought for February, 
when snowed in. Much love to all the Boosters. From the Happy 
Thought Boosters, Per Stella Paulus. 


Oitsville, Pa. 
My Dear Wee Wisdom—Today is Thanksgiving Day and we all 
must pray to God and thank him for our blessings. One of my girl 
friends, who is interested in Wee Wisdom, wrote a story for Thanks- 
giving. Her name is Irene Hardester. Inclosed you will find her 
story. I hope you will like it. Best wishes to all the Wees. Your 
loving friend, Dorothy Reed. 
We'll keep Irene’s story for next Thanksgiving. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I am sending you stamps for a Booster Pin. 
I want to join your Club. 1 am to be in a play in school. I am to 
dance. We will wear tinsel around our waists, and a star and tinsel on 
our heads. It is for the Red Cross. Always remember your loving 
Booster, Madeline Bucher. 


White Bluff, Tenn. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—You have visited me for almost one year, 


10 WEE WISDOM 


and I like to read you very much. You gave me so much happiness, 
that I wish every child could be as happy as | am, and I will try to 
pay your traveling expenses to as many places as | can. Let me tell 
you of a few of my blessings: Santa Claus was so good to me. He 
brought me the prettiest Christmas tree, and so many other beautiful 
things. I had a Christmas party and invited ‘all my friends. Here 
are the names I want you to visit: Ella Ellis, Gladys Chapman, 
Winnie Hamlin, all of White Bluff, Tenn. Your friend, 
Elva Dunky. 


Our army of Boosters is growing daily. What a 
wonderful world this will be when everybody turns in and 
boosts for Good! Here. are the names of some of the new 
ones who have sent for pins, and are enlisting with our active 
workers: 

Marjorie Swart, Schenectady, N. Y.; Frederick and 
Oscar Kempe, Chicago, Ill; Roy Ivan Flint, "Oakland, Cal.; 
Jean W. Benton, Harbert, Mich.; Alice Cravens, Indian- 
apolis, Ind.; Henry W. Abernethy, New Orleans, La. 
(Henry already belongs to the Good Words Club). 

Quite a number of stories have been sent in. Some 
were for Thanksgiving, some for Christmas and some for 
any time when there is room. 


One of our little six-year-olds, Charles Newton Hil 
cher, sends us ““The Story of Noah and the Ark.”’ He says 
he learned it in the Sunday school, but he tells it in a fresh, 
original way of his own. If only our little Wee Wisdom 
house had room for all the efforts of her budding geniuses, 
we would surely have some wonderful entertainments. But 
do not let it discourage you, little authors, that all your 
stories cannot find place. Keep right on practicing, until 
you get them too good to be left out, and Wee Wisdom will 
have to make room for them. I learn Wee Wisdom’s list 
is growing these days, and maybe soon she will learn to 
demonstrate more space. Some of our Boosters wanting to 
help, sent gifts, which we turned over for Wee Wisdom’s 
Christmas extras, that you might all enjoy them. Rita and 
Jim Farrelly sent a dollar each, and several of our Wees, 
small sums, with big blessings. ‘ 

The nice Penny Story in January Wee Wisdom was 
written by Esther Burr, one of our Unity Boosters. 
Through mistake her name was printed wrong. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 6, FEBRUARY 10 
JESUS CHOOSES THE TWELVE.—Mark 3:7-19. 


GotpEN TEext—He ordained twelve, that they should be with 
him, and that he might send them forth to preach—Mark 3:14. 

After Jesus had healed many of the multitude by the seaside, he 
went up into the mountain and called his disciples. He chose twelve 
that he might keep them with him and teach them. Then they, too, 
could go forth and teach the Truth. 

Often, after Jesus had been teaching or healing, he went up on a 
mountain. He probably felt- that he needed to be alone, in “the secret 
place of the Most High,” to gather force and strength that he might go 
back and continue to teach the Truth. It is from within that we draw 
all our energy and wisdom to meet the demands of our outer, everyday 
lives. If we all knew this and believed it, there would be no lack of 
strength or knowledge or life. Too often, when folks feel a need to 
renew their life or strength, they seek aid outside of themselves. There 
is but one source of life, and that is God. Within ourselves is the 
place where we can make our connection with the source of all life 
and strength and substance. Jesus knew this and used his knowledge. 
He went up into the mountain and called his disciples. Now, the 
disciples represent ‘the different faculties of our minds. John means 
love; Peter, faith; Andrew, strength, etc. We should learn to get 
still and go to the “secret place of the Most High” within us. Ali outer 
sights and sounds should be shut out. Then we should say, “My life, 
my faith, my wisdom, my joy, and all that I am comes from God.” 
That is calling the disciples. We should practice this until we never 
forget to look within for anything we need. Joy or contentment do not 
come from outer things. This has been proven over and over, but the 
true inner joy will help us to enjoy all the good things in the outer 
world. If we call our disciples, or develop our life, love and wisdom 
and all the rest, until we never feel a lack of any of them, then our 
lives will be rounded out and perfect, as they were meant to be. 


Lesson 7, FEBRUARY 17 
JESUS TEACHING BY PARABLES—FOUR KINDS OF 
GROUND.—Mark 4:1-8; 14-20. 
Gotpen Text——Take heed therefore, how ye hear.—Luke 
8:18. 


| | 
| 
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This lesson really carries its own explanation. It is a parable. 
Jesus wished to present the Truth to the people in a way which would 
be perfectly clear to them. It is difficult to explain the things of Spirit . 
to those whose spiritual faculties have not been awakened. How 
would we explain to one who had never had the use of his eyes just 
what red or green or purple looked like? So, when Jesus talked to the 
multitude who had never used their spiritual sight, he took things in the 
outer, everyday world, as symbols of spiritual things. In today’s 
parable he tells of the sower who went forth to sow. He did this 
because he knew that every one of his hearers was familiar with sowing 
and reaping. Then, when he had told the parable he explained its 
meaning in the inner lives of each of them. The seed is the Word. 
The ground wherein the seed is sown is the mind of you and me. 
Sometimes the words lie carelessly on our minds, not sinking in, but just 
on the top, until they are swallowed up by the many outer things. 
Then again, we receive the true Word gladly, and rejoice that we 
have heard it, but we do not practice it or get still and let it root 
itself deep down in the real of us. It does us no permanent good, like 
the seed sown on rocky ground. Some of our minds are so filled with 
weeds (untrue thoughts) that the good seed has no chance to grow. 
For instance, if we plant a health seed how can we expect it to grow 
and produce after its kind if we keep it choked with sick thoughts and 
words all the time? 

Last of all, Jesus tells of seed sown in good ground. This is the 
Word given to a mind ready and eager to receive it. It is taken into 
the stillness and practiced until it grows and brings forth good after 
its kind. Our part is to make our minds open and receptive to the 
Word of God. We should carefully cast out all weak or untrue 
thoughts. We should then say, “My mind is now open and receptive 
to good, true thoughts.” We must take these good thoughts of life and 
joy and love deep into our minds and hold them there. When things 
seem dark and gloomy outside, we can shut our eyes and know that 
only the good is true. When everybody does this, all of the time, both 
the inner and the outer world will be always bright and happy and 
harmonious. We will plant good seed in fertile ground so that it will 
bring forth an abundance of good into our, lives. 


Lesson 8, FEBRUARY 24 
JESUS TEACHING BY PARABLE—THE GROWTH OF 
THE KINGDOM.—Mark 4:21-34. 
Goipen Text—The earth shall be full of the knowledge of the 
Lord, as the waters cover the sea.—Isaiah 11:9. 
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In today’s lesson Jesus again speaks in parables so that the people 
may understand. First, he speaks of the candle which should not be 
set under a bushel or where its light would be hidden, but on a stand 
where it can shine unhindered. The light of God's Truth is within all 
of us, ready to shine forth the moment we will let it. If our minds are 
clouded up with unreal thoughts, we do not realize the light. Let us 
clear our minds and allow God's thoughts to enter. Then these true 
thoughts of life and love and prosperity will shine forth in our lives, 
so others will be led to the true way of living. 

Jesus says something further here about the sower and the seed. 
If it is good seed and fertile ground, then it will grow even while we 
are asleep. If we have made our minds ready and planted a good 
thought, it will grow and bear fruit without any more tending on our 
part. y 

Jesus says, “Take heed what ye hear.” If we heard only those 
things that were true, all our days would be bright and our lives smooth. 
The reason we have troubles and discords is because we hear so many 
things which are not true. We hear words of lack and gloom. We 
should take heed and refuse to listen to anything but the Truth. If we 
do this, we will soon cease to hear anything but that which is real and 
good. 

The growth of the kingdom of heaven within us is likened to the 
growth of a mustard seed. This seed is very small, but the tree grows 
so large that birds can rest under it. A very small thought of Truth 
may serve to show us the Light and start the growth and development 
of the Kingdom within us. In this Kingdom there is eternal life and 
joy and love for all of us. Could anything larger grow from a small 
thought ? 


Lesson 9, Marcu 3 

JESUS BRINGING PEACE.—Mark 4:35-41; 5:15-20. 

GotpeEN Text—The Lord hath done great things for us, whereof 
we are glad.—Psalm 126:3. 

There is nothing in this world more powerful than words, and 
when the words are spoken by one who realizes that they are God's 
words (Spirit and Truth) there is nothing they cannot do. This lesson 
tells of -a great storm on the sea when the waves were so high they were 
filling the boat. Jesus was asleep in the stern and the disctples became 
afraid. They roused Jesus and asked him if he did not care that they 
were in danger of perishing. Jesus said, “Peace, be still,” and the 
storm ceased and the waves were stilled. Few words—but mighty. 
Jesus spoke the words of the Almighty God. It was God expressing 


14 WEE WISDOM 


through Jesus that stopped the storm. All of Jesus’ life and works 
were an expression of the one Life, Love, Substance and Intelligence— 
God. Through him we, too, are meant to express God’s ideas. That 
is our part in the Divine plan. When we realize this and let God's 
ideas express through us, we can speak with authority, and get immedi- 


_ ate results. When Jesus spoke, things happened immediately. The 


disciples were afraid of the storm because they did not have enough 
faith in the one Power within. Jesus rebuked them for their lack of 
faith. He knew that God was everywhere present, so that there was 
nothing to fear. If their faith had been strong enough they would have 
known that, too. Isn't it foolish to say God is everywhere, and then 
be afraid of a storm or the dark? If we get in the habit of being still 
every day and saying our little prayer, ending: “God is my All, I 
know no fear; for God, and Love and Truth are here,” we will not 
be afraid of any shadow, no matter how big it may seem. If we 
follow in the footsteps of Jesus Christ, we can do the things that he 
did, and even greater. That is the Promise. 


Carlon, one of our Boosters, who has recently moved 
to Kansas City, has a big brother Harry, now in the British 
Navy at Halifax, on board H. M. C. T., Vimy. 

When the Halifax disaster occurred, Carlon’s mother 
heard of it the following day, and thinking to break the news 
gently to her little son told him very hesitatingly of it. To 
her surprise the boy calmly replied, ““Why, yes, mother, I 
knew about that last night, but I didn’t think to mention it 
to you, because you know in whom we trust. 

In a few days a letter came from Harry, telling how 
he was close enough to the accident to see it, but was un- 
harmed. 

Carlon has the kind of faith that wins. 


LITTLE ANNA 


Aunt Mary 


Little Anna could play the piano 
«And sing in a loud, high key; 

And this little Anna had a beautiful manner 
Of counting her one, two, three; 

“One for the Good, two do as you should, 
And three is for love and me.” 
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CURTIS’ EXPERIENCE IN THE LAND OF 
DREAM-AWAY 


The oddest things happen in 

Dream-Away Land. The things 

folks expect never happen, and 

the only answer to “Why?” is 

because it is very easy to start to 

Dream-Away Land, but there 

isn’t any way of telling whether 

or not you are going to get there. 

Sometimes you do, and some- 

times you don’t, and that is all 

. there is to it. Somebody told me 

I'd always get there if I always 

ate lots and lots before I started. 

I tried it, but it didn’t work at 

all. I put on my pajamas and 

curled up in my bed (that’s the 

way to start, you know), but I 

wasn’t comferble a bit. I turned 

every way on my back and stom- 

ach and all. At last I got up and sat in-mother’s lap, and ~ 

let her rock and sing, but I never did get to Dream-Away 
Land. I just went to sleep. 

- Once, when I did get to Dream-Away Land, it was 
snowing. At least I thought it was, but when I reached up 
to catch the snowflakes, I found my hands full of tiny pink 
hearts, candy ones, you know. I looked to see if anything 
was written on them like there is on the ones we buy. The 
first one I looked at had just one word on it. It was 
“Strength.” I ate it and felt so big and strong that I just 
picked my mother right up out of her rocking chair and 
carried her all ’round the house. I don’t know how our 
house happened to be in Dream-Away Land, but there it 
was. We had lots of fun, and then I ate another heart. 
My pockets were full, and they didn’t melt like snowflakes. 
This one said “‘“Knowledge,”’ and I went to school and told 
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the teacher everything in the ‘rithmetic. That was queer, 
because at school at home I don’t usually tell her much about 
*rithmetic. The next heart I ate was “Love,” and I was in 
a big room all warm and bright. Everybody I knew, was 
passing in a line in front of me, and as they passed I dug into 
a pile of soft, pinky stuff beside me and handed each one as 
much as I could hold in both arms. Whatever it was, it 
seemed to make them happy, for they smiled and nodded 
and threw kisses at me. I felt sort of hungry, so I ate a 
““Wisdom” heart, and I heard mother say, ‘““Why, you woke 
up just in time. Breakfast-is ready.” I was back from 
Dream-Away Land, and it was St. Valentine’s Day in the 
morning. ‘ 


Little Wilma had been healed by Truth of a very 
severe case of fever. Since then she had seemed to under- 
stand. that keeping the mind right brings health. One 
morning she found William, the little boy’ next door, with 
whom she played, confined to his bed. She rushed in and 
cried out: 

“Why, William, what’s the matter?” 

“T’m sick,” said a weak little voice. 

“Oh, William, it’s only your mind that’s crooked. 
Turn it ‘round, and you'll be all nght. I did, and got well.” 

Soon after they sent over to Wilma’s house for the 
hot-water bag for him. Wilma ran at once to her grandma 
exclaiming, “Grandma, let’s pray for William, and turn 
his mind ‘round, so he'll be well.”” Then she and her 
grandma closed their eyes and went into the Silence. After 
a while Wilma spoke out with great conviction: ‘‘Well, it’s 
turned, grandma.”’ And sure enough it was, for William 
appeared at the’supper table, not long after, well and happy. 


‘We come nearest to the great when we are great in 


humility.” 


They say, when you’re going to be saucy, 
Just stop and count to ten; 

But ’tis best to say, “I love you.” 
You can’t get angry then. 
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FEBRUARY, 1918 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for | have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth, 
WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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